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¥.3.—A Bow Morel by F. MARION CRAWTORD 
commences iz this Wumber. 


MACMILLAN'S MAGAZINE. 


7. JANUARY. 
Converts 


Ben Compe; by F. Marion Crawford. Chapters 


aaa Children ; by MH Clarence Bourne 

Andrew Marveil 

Harvest 

In the Land of Champagne ; 
Fawardes 

Politics and Industry , by Thomas Whittaker 

A Lendon Rose |y Ernest Khys 

The Pour Students; by ©. F. Keary 

MACMILLAN & ©O., LONDON 


by Charles 


2-2 #f7F FF 


“THE ENGLISH 
ILLUSTRATED MACAZINE 


Por JANUARY, 194, Price Sixpence, containe— 
1. George Gizen, Merchant of the Steclyard in 
Lon4on Engraved by H. Gedan from the 
} re by Holbein in the Old Museum, Bertin. 
on the Stage. Frederick Haw 
Iihustrated 


& “Henry VIL." 
k 
3. A Tobaceo Pactory. Joseph Hatton. Dustrated 
by John Wallace 
4 Rare! Simplicity. Harry Pain 
Ly in Resin. Dr. EB J. Dillon 
trated by Edmund J Sullivan 
6 Village ad & the Olden Time 
frale I rated by Hugh Thomson 
a bar "porting ” of Paapers F4éith Sellers 
sted by BR Catterson Smith 
as ov +A 
by 


Wo as Banting 


Frederick 


Town. David §. Meldrum 

KR. Kicomer 

® Anout ‘rut Ranching Hugh Marshall. [ius 
trat by Louls Davis 


w a, Qeoree i. the Dragon. From « Design by 


ILA arrange E —— Conclusion.) W 
ustr a by W. H. Overend 


MACMILLAN & ©O., LONDON 


Clark 





Price ls. 64, 


ELECTRICITY UP TO DATE. 


m Leow owen, axp Traction Ry JOHN B 
vERiry, " Inst. BLE Pully tlustrated, with 
rioured mee showing areas allotted in London to 
the different Public Supply Companies 
London: Pasoemrce Waaws & Co., 4, Bedford 
Btreet, W ( 


THE STANDARD 
LIFE ASSURANCE COMPANY. 


ESTABLISHED 1825. 
Accumulated Fund, 7} Millions Stg. 


FOR PROTECTION 
INIWLSIANI P 


EDINBURGH, 3 George St. (Head Office) 
LONDON, 83 King William Street, £.O. 
8 Pall Mall Bast, 6.W. 
DUBLIN, 66 Upper Sackville Street. 
hes & A ae 


For PLEASURE and PROFIT. 


FRUIT 


Nothing so Profitatle and Easy to Grow. 
74 ACRES IN STOCE. 


fee CATALOGUE for Simple Septrestiens ant 
kinds of Trees to suit all 


ROSES 


HUNDREDS OF THOUSANDS. 
BUSHES, Ss. per doz., GOs. 100. 
Packing and Carriage Free for Oash with osder. 





ROSES in Pots, from 15s. per doz. 


CLEMATIS (80,000), from 15s. por doz. 
NE Single Plants are sold at slightly increased 
priees 
SEEDS and {| Vegetable, Flower, 


BULBS ’ and Farm. 
DESCRIPTIVE LISTS FREE 


RICHARD SMITH & CO., Worcester. 


A Le, SER FS CRN, GP SANNENENS VO TEE 


TAMAR 


INDIE 


CONSTIPATION, 


re ey Loss 
Gastric and 
Tateotinal ow ees 


GRILLON. 


E. GRILLON, 69, Queen Street, City, London. 


SOLD 


BY ALL CHEMISTS AND DRUGGISTS, 2s. Ga. A BOX. 











fragrance 
SWEET SCENTS 
|LoxoTis OPOPONAX 


\ FRANGIPANNI PSIDIUM, 


May be obtained 
Of any Chemist or 
Perfwmer. 


= Fong street 4 


THE COMING OF AGE OF ‘LITTLE FOLKS’ 
NOTICE. 


“Little Folks” 


has attained its Majority! 
Just 21 years have passed since it was 
launched, and, to celebrate this event, it has 
been determined to give to Ly Subscriber 7 
the JANUARY PART (price 64.) a copy of 
The * LITTLE FO Ks” ‘BIRT - 
DAY ALBUM for 1892, illustrated | 
with Twelve Full-Page Engravings from 
designs by Atice Havens, and containing a 
suitable motto for every day in the year, with 
space for recording the birthdays of relations 
and friends, or securing their autocraphs. 
The January Part is also full of interesting 
features, and wil] be found perhaps Tux wost 
aTTRactive Number that has yet been issued. 
It contains a handsome PICTURE IN 
COLOURS, called “A Lirrita Wawpense,” 
the commencement of NEW SERIAL 
STORIES by Mrs. Mo_zswortn, Author of 
* Carrots,” and Hewny Fritu, Author of 
“ The Secret of the Silver Lake.” Particulars 


of several NEW PRIZE COMPETITIONS, | 


| Hoge ; 


eee al will tt feel that ra LITTLE 
FO ES” more than merits the description 
of “the Best Magazine for Children.” 
CASEELL & COMPANY, Lamrrep, 
Tedgate Hill, Lemdon ; and all Booksellers. 





UNITED STATES 
NAVY REVOLVER 


a House Protection, Travellers, and 


burgh, and Dublin in 1690. Price List 
COLTS FIREARMS 
26, Glasshouse St., Piccadilly Circus, London, W. 





MAPPIN & WEBB'S 
TABLE KNIVES. 


ws BALSAM OF Ay 
Va : 7, 


BALSAM 
ANISEED. 


Por COUUHS, ASTHMA, BRONCHITIS, &c. 
Gots » Chem ists a: the yo No t— 
be without 


Baker, over 





USED IN THE ROYAL NURSERIES. 


= BEST 
FOOD 
INFANTS. 


In Tins, 1s., 2s., 5s., and 10s. each. 


"| SAVORY & MOORE, tonvon, 


_ 45D SOLD EVERYWHERE. 











KODAK 


Is a hand Camera Fan me ially designed for 
Amateurs. It is the most compact instru- 

;, ment made, y+y ye 4 y= number 
the least 


“YOU PRESS THE BUTTON, 
WE DO THE REST.” 


ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE FREE. 


OXFORD.-MITRE HOTEL. 


ONE OF THE MOST BOONOMICAL 
FIRST-CLASS HOTELS IN THE KINGDON. 
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The celebrated effectual without internal 
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Be y — Chemists. Price 4s. Sd eg 
is—E. Acaan, 328, Rue St. Martin. 

New Y + —Soveune & Co., North Wiiliam Street | 
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Cutler, Palmer & Co 


GARRICK’S HOUSE, 
Adelphi Terrace, Strand 
LONDON, W.C, 


ROWLANDS' 


ODONTO 


- tooth 
& pure, fragrant, non- gritty 


WHITENS 
THE TEETH, 


decay, and sweetens th 
ee an ee 
papain oe eae a = 
preservation teeth yuls, 
2s. 9d. per box. everywhere. 
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Che Duke of Dedonshire. 


Born, Apri 277TH, 1808. Diep, Decemper 21st, 1891. 


LeaRNED, large-hearted, liberal Lord of Land, 

As clear of head as generous of hand, 

He lived his honourable length of days, 

A *‘ Duke” whom doughtiest Democrat might praise. 

‘* Leader” in truth, tho not with gifts of tongue, 
Full many a “ Friend of Man” the muse has sung 
Unworthier than patrician CavENDISH. 

Seeing him pass who may forbear the wish, 

Would more were like him !—Then the proud command, 
** Noblesse oblige” e’en Mobs might understand ! 








AFTER DINNER-—AT THE CLOSE OF THE YEAR. 


| Scenr—A Private Room in a well-known Dining Hotel. Eminent 


Politicians discussing ‘‘ shop” over their walnuts before dis- | 


persing for the Christmas holidays. 


First Eminent Politician. I say that recent speech of yours at 
Skegness was a little strong. Preferring the Navy to the Army! 
Although the Army is of course the ‘‘ Best possible Army,” and all 
that! Eh? I say it was a little too thick! 

Second Em. Pol. (quickly). Not a bit of it! You don’t know how 

well we are getting on at Pall Mall. 
I give you my word everything ’s 
first-rate. Department working splen- 

i You can’t say that at itehall 


First Em. Pol. (warmly). Not say it! 

We de! Everything’s most satisfac- 

Never had 

e fireworks 

we had at the al Naval Exhibition 

< Qu all t ummer! Well you 
. ought to have seen them ! 

_ Second Em. Pol. (carelessly). Yes, I daresay. But what have 
ie ae to do with the Navy ? 

, First Em. Pol. Why they ‘increased our recruiting awfull 
Fellows went to the Royal Naval Exhibition and saw all sorts 
K things, automatic weighing machine, a fishing-smack, and 
Nelson wax-works—and—and that kind of thing you know, and joined 
the Navy! Precious thing for the Service, I can tell you. 

Second Em. Pol. Well, to go back to an old story—you can’t 
defend the bullying on board The Britannia. 

First Em. P. Those newspaper fellows 


~ 
\ 
y tory. Discipline splendid. 
| such a Pos Nae or th 


~ 


‘ol. Oh, that’s all bosh. 
got hold of it for the Silly Season and ran it to death, but it’s the 





y: 
of | 


best possible place in the world. No end of good for training a 
fellow to command other fellows. 

Second Em. Pol. Well, they were down upon you potty smartly. 

First Em. Pol. (airily). May be. But it’s because they didn’t 
know what they were writing about. How can a fellow become a 

naval officer unless he has been robbed of his pocket-money, 
and taught how to lie for his seniors. Thing’s too ridiculous! 

o, Jrumy, they tell me things are in a dreadful mess at 
St. Martin’s-le-Grand ! ; 

Third Em, Pol. (promptly). Then they tell you wrong. Never 
saw anything like it—most perfect organisation in the world! Abso- 
lutely marvellous, Sir—absolutely marvellous! And the clerks so 
civil and obliging. Everybody pleased with them. , 

Second Em, Pol. Come, that won’t do. Your statement is as hard 
to digest as too-previous turkey and premature plum-pudding. e 
papers are full of complaints all through the Autumn, and have only 
stopped recently to make room for those descriptive and special law 
reports. You will have them again, now Term is over. 

Third Em. Pol. Who cares for the papers? I tell you we are 
absolutely inundated with letters of thanks from Dukes and 
| Duchesses upw: No; if you had said that the Colonies were in 
| a mess, why then—— ; 

Fourth Em. Pol. (angrily). What are you talking about? 
Why, we are absolutely romping in! Never knew the Colonies so 

as they are now! And we have had to put on half-a- 

ros extra clerks to open and answer the letters of congratulation 
we ain hour pee Sram. ove ry of the Empire. Why, 
everything ’s id—absolutely splendid! 

ye ag Well, matters have decidedly mended since 

transportation was prohibited. But to return to our muttons. 
Waterloo was won—— es 
Fourth Em. Pol. (interrupting). Yes, 1 know, by the Militia and 
the dregs of the population! By the way, though, gaols have 
had better company than now. : 
Fifth Em. Pol, Hold hard! Don’t you abuse my Prisons. As 
a matter of fact, the present convicts are the finest, cleverest, 
most trustworthy fellows that ever existed. It is quite an honour 
to into a prison nowadays. (With a sudden burst of anger.) 
| And if any of you doubt my word, hang me, I will have satisfaction ! 
| one round for opponents.) Come now, who will tread on the 
| tail of my coat ! 
| Chief and Most Eminent Politician. Gentlemen! Gentlemen ! 
Come it’s getting late, and if we are to see the dress-re of 

| the Pantomime, we must be off at once ! : ; 
| (The Party breaks up to meet later on in the neighbourhood of 
Drury Lane. 











From ovr Sportrye Crry Man.—‘‘ Pounded before the Start.” 
—Mr. GoscuEn’s One-pound Note scheme. 
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CHIMES. 


(FRAGMENTS OF A DICKENSIAN Dream UP To DATE.) 
> > > > . 


Ir was some time before the great-little old fellow could 
compose himself to mend the fire, and draw his chair to 
the warm hearth. But, when he had done so, and had 
trimmed his lamp, he took his ‘‘ Extra Special” from his 
pocket, and began to read—carelessly at first, and skim- 
ming up and down the columns, but with an earnest and 
sad attention very soon. 

For this same dreadful paper re-directed Punch’s 
thoughts into the channel or had taken all that day; 
thoughts of the sufferings of the poor, the follies of the 
rich, the sins of the wicked, the miseries of the outcast. 

: Seasonable thoughts, if not exactly festive. For all is 
== yy [te not festive, even at the Festive Season. 

; \ fi SS bs §Scandals in high life, starvation in low life; foul 

Min. {\\ UT | SSS floods of nastiness in Law Courts; muddy tric of 

Y Ne AS OZ Hi Wp SF misery in lawless alleys; crimes so terrible and ting; 

hp te alll DA } Q | pains so pitiless and cureless; follies so selfish and 

tub Zi Hh Hf Jj YH ~ ie wanton, that he let the journal drop, and fell back in his 

“eg Z Wha | chair, appalled. 

2 ZA } Pade \\\ “Unnatural and cruel, Joby!” he cried. “ Unna- 

I tT |i WHIT 4 UH! guy 3 ; tural and cruel! None but people who were born bad at 

erry ; aii , | ' 


heart—born bad—who had no business on the earth, 
could do such deeds. We’re Bad!” 
The Chimes took up the words so suddenly—burst out 
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"ARRY OUT ’UNTIN’, 


’ Arry (who goes 


to the Meet in a frost), ‘‘’Ave THe 'OuNDs comE, my Laps?” 


Little Girl (respectfully). ‘‘ Ie you PLEASE, Str, ovr 'Ounps pon'r ‘UNT IN ’ARD WEATHER!” 











- end, clear, and sonorous—that the Bells seemed to strike him in 
iis chair. 

And what was it that they said ? 

** Punchand Toby! Tobyand Punch! Waiting for you, Toby and 
Punch! Come and see us! Come and see us! e and see us! 
Drag them to us! Haunt and hunt them! Haunt and hunt them: 
Break their slumbers! Break their slumbers! Punch, Toby ; Toby, 
| Punch; Toby, Punch; Punch, Toby! !” Then fiercely back to their 
| impetuous strain again, and ringing in the very bricks and plaster 
| on the Sanctum’s walls! 

Toby barked! Punch listened! Fancy, fancy! No,no! Nothing 
| of the kind. Again, again, and yet a dozen times again. ‘* Haunt 
| and hunt them! Haunt and hunt them!” 

“If the tower is really open,” said Punch, ‘‘ what’s to hinder us, 
Toby, from going up to the steeple, and seeing for ourselves?” 
a Nothing,” yapped oby, or sounds to that effect. 


_Up, up, up! and round and round; and up, up, up! higher, 
higher, higher up! 

There was the belfry where the ringers came. Punch caught 
hold of one of the frayed ropes which hung down through the 
apertures in the oaken roof. But he started; other hands seemed on 
it; he shrank from the thought of waking the deep Bell. The 
ee Caneuees “we eo Higher, a fey in their 
ascination, or working out the spell upon them, their way ; 
until, ascending through the floor, and pausing, with his head 
raised just above its beams Punch came among the Bells. It was 
barely possible to make out their great shapes in the gloom; but 
there they were. Shadowy, and dark, and dumb. 

He listened, and then raised a wild “ Halloa!” ‘ Halloa!” was 
mournfully protracted by the echoes. Giddy, confused, and out of 
breath, Punch looked about him vacantly, and sank down in a 
sw * 

—_ 7 >. > > * > 

He saw the tower, whither his charmed footsteps had brought him, 
swarming with dwarf phantoms, sprites, elfin creatures of the Bells. 
He saw them leaping, flying, dropping ing from the Bells 
without a pause. He saw them, round him ry A ground; above 








down upon him from the massive iron- 

upon him through the chinks and loo in the walls; spreading 
away and away from him in enlarging circles. He saw them 
of all aspects and all sha He saw them ugly, handsome, 
crippled, exquisitely form He saw them young, he saw them 
old; he saw them kind, he saw them cruel; he saw them merry, he 
saw them grim; he saw them dance, he heard them sing; he saw 
them tear their hair, he heard them howl. He saw the air thick 


with them. 

Wh-o-o-0-sh ! With what a wild whirr of startled wings the owls 
and bats scurried away, dim spectral hiding things that love the 
darkness and the silence of night, and shrink from light and 
cheerful sounds! ‘* Well rid of you!” murmured Punch, as Toby 
barked at the flying phantoms. 

But among the other prermins ore, and circling elfs, and frolic 
phantoms of the Bells, ’unch beheld brighter things. That pleasant 

ir, hand in hand, princely-looki both, and loving withal, 

ring a music as of marriage-bells *‘ all inthe wild March morning.” 
And those other goodly and gracious presences, hint they not of 
Health and Home Happiness, and Benignant Art, and Humanity- 
serving Science, of Electric Sympathy, and Ready Rescue, of Mam- 
aen-tieneiien Reform, and Misery- ing Benevolence ; of all the 
spiritual charities and fairy graces that can bless and brighten 
country and hearth, Sire and citizen, master and servant, em- 
dloyer and employed, struggling man, suffering woman and help- 
a child? Punch read in their whirling forms and oqrueve 
faces the signs and promise of all the best and brightest influences 
of the time, happy and une attendants upon the auspicious 
hour of this the opening y of the New Year! 4 


Bim, Bom, Boom!!! Clang, Cling, Clang!!! What are those 
hands tugging at the ropes, swinging the Bells big and little, evoking 
the stormy clashes and soothing cadences of the Chimes? 

Surely those of the youthful New Year himself! An echo from 
the long - silent lips of the great Christmas-glorifier and lover of 
poor humanity to ring in Punch’s ears:— 

‘* Who hears in us, the Chimes, one note bespeaking disregard, or 


him in the air; clambering from him by the below ; looking 
, red ae: —— in 
i 
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| stern regard, of any hope, or joy or pain, or sorrow, of the many- 
sorrowed throng; who hears us make response to any creed that SIMPLE STORIES. 

ganges human passions and affection<, as it gauges the amount of “ Be always kind to animals wherever you may be!” 
a food on which humanity may pine and wither, does us ’ FRANK AND THE FOX, ' 


Right you are!” cried Punch, cordially, Toby yapping assent. FRANK was a very studious and clever little boy. 
He might have said more, but the Bells, the dear familiar Bells,| He took the keenest delight in music, and when he had mastered 
his own dear constant, steady friends, the Chimes, began to ring the | his lessons, he was very fond of playing on the concerti 
| joy-peals for a New Year so lustily, so merrily, so happily, so gaily, | singing to his own accompaniment. He could paeey 
* 


and 
play “* The 
broke the | Bells go a-ringing for Sarah!” with considerable and expres- 
sion, and since his Uncle Doppiewie had presented him with 
f-a-crown for his per- 
“Yes, that is still the true Spirit of the Chimes,” mused formance, he had given the 
Mr. Punch, as he took pen in hand to open up his new Volume. air with variations, and 
‘** And that’s the spirit I hope to keep up right through the twelve f the song with every de- 
months of just-born Eighteen Hundred and Ninety-two, which I é fe scription of embellishment, 
trust may be—with my willing assistance, ao all over the - 
A Harry New Year To Att or You!!! estate. 
= WY To tell the truth, his 
‘ family were getting some- 
what tired of his continued 
Owe of the Raron’s Critical Faculty sends him his opinion of our | 7A the a moe sow tele 
Mr. Dv Mavrren’s latest novel, which is also his first. And here | ) y ‘ everlastingly ren to 
let it be published urhi et orbit that there is no truth whatever in a : the excellent young woman. 
report which appeared im an evening paper to the effect that Mr. Du ‘Ht And had he not been so 
Mavrrer, however retiring he may be, was about to retire or had | f ; markedly encouw by 
retired from Mr. Punch’'s Staff. The St. James’s Gazette has already | a) rich old Uncle 7 Oy 
‘‘ authoritatively ’ denied the assertion; and this denial the Baron | : wi, there is every reason 
for Mr. Punch, decisively confirms. Now, to the notice of the book y to suppose that FraxxK and 
above-mentioned. Here it is —~S — his concertina would have 
“There has been a certain deliberateness in Mr. Dv Mavurrer's oe x been ily sup- 
ncursion into literature that speaks eloquently for his modesty. He : = za ; " 
is, to our certain Leow- 5 Ni ae ae Zz} Frank heard 
ledge, at least 40 years ) iret —= his Papa lament- 
old, and Peter Ibbetson, =S ing that foxes were 
which Messrs. Oseoop & , i} so very scarce, 
Co. present in two daintily oN that recently they 
dressed volumes, is his ‘ir = meu had had no 
first essay in romantic Y ATS whatever. ‘* There 
writing. Reading the [3,9 a.) must be plenty of 
book, it is hard to conceive | > RAR oe foxes in the 
this to be the fact. The i country,” said the 
work *: entirely free from | rn Squire, *‘ but they 
those traces of amateurish- | ¢ won’t show.” 
ness, almost inseparable | y Now Franx had 
from a first effort. The — b reading 
literary style is consider- | a eus, 
ably above the av e| and how he charmed all the wild beasts with his melody. t was 
modern novelist ; the plot | trae the boy had not a lyre, but he had no doubt that his concertina 
is marked by audacious | would do as well, and he was quite certain he had seen a fox while 
invention, worked out with | taking his rambles in Tippit icket. 
great skill; the hero is a| One day when he had a holiday, and his Papa had gone a hunting 
madman, not in itself an | with his friends, he strolled off with his concertina to endeavour to 
attractive arrangement, | lure a fox out into the open. He approached the hole where he had 
but there is such admi-| previously seen the fox, and sat down, and began to play vigorously 
rable method in his mad-| on his concertina, and to sing at the top of his voice, ‘The Bells f° 
ness, such fine poetic|a-ringing for Say-rah! Say-rah! Say-rah!” rey e 
iniies in the conception | saw a huge Fox poke his nose out of the hole. He was delighted! 
of character, and the! He sang and played with renewed energy, and began to walk away, 
ghosts who flit through | still singing and playing. 
the pages of the story are so cx ve dingly human, that one feels} The Fox followed, snarling, and snapping, and appearing very 
quite at home with Peter, and is really sorry when, all too soon,|angry. The more he played, the more the Fox snarled and 
his madness passes away, and he awakes to a new life, to find| snapped. At last the animal became furious, all the hair on its 
himself an old man. Apart from its strong dramatic interest, Peter | back stood on end, and it began to make short runs with its mouth 
Tbbetson has rare value, from the pictures of Old Paris in the last | open at the young musician. J 
days of Lovrs-Parirre, which crowd in charming succession through| It sprang upen him! He was terrified! He his song 
the first volume. Mr. Grorce pu Mavarer, the well-known | and his concertina at the same moment, and scrambled up the 
artist in black and white, has generously assisted Mr. Gronrce pv | nearest tree. 
Maverrer, the rising novelist, by profusely illustrating the work. ’Tis| The Fox’s fury then knew no bounds; he trampled on the con- 
a pretty prey ; hard to say which has the better of it. Whereina | certina, he bit it, he tore open the bellows, and having reduced it 
discerning Public, long familiar with Dv Mavrrer’s sketches, will | to a shapeless mass, bore it away to his hole. 
recognise a note of highest praise for the new departure.” When the coast was quite clear, Franx descended, and slunk 


. , : home 
The Baron recommends Mrs. Otrpnayt’s The Railway Man and : : 
Pager 2 oh The next morning one of the keepers found a dead fox. It had 
his Children, which is a good story, with just such a dash of the : suff : sixteen i concertina-stops 
improbable—but there, who can bring improbability as a charge apparently died o vention, as Oy = ¢ 


against the plot constructed by any novelist after this great Jewel | ag Lae oo to belieye in Ancient Mythology, 


Case so recently tried? Mrs. OtrpHant’s types are well drawn; card Ae: consi 
but the story is drawn out by just one volume toomuch. ‘* Fora one- | and hes bocn oven b satmeementens a ae 


volume novel commend me,” quoth the Baron, ‘‘to Miss Rmopa- | bit of a humbug. 
Broventon-cum-E.izaperu-Bistann’s 4 Widower Indeed. But 
. wait till after the festivities are over to read it, as the tale is ** Lost To Sicunt. TO Memory Dear.”’—An animal very difficult to 
sad. En attendant, A Happy New Year to everyone, says secure again when once off... and that is... ‘'a pony,” when 
Tae Beytew Baron pe Boox-Worms. you ’ve lost it on Newmarket Heath. 


that he (like poor old Totty Veck) leapt to his feet, an 
spell that bound him. 
. * 
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LETTERS TO ABSTRACTIONS. 
No. IX.—TO CROOKEDNESS. 


I pIsPENSE with all formal opening, and I begin at once. I want 
to tell you a story. Don’t ask me why ; for, even if I answered the | 
truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the rath, you poral 
believe me. Let me merely say that I want to tell youa story, an 
tell it without much further preface. _ 

Two days ago I chanced, for no special reason, to open the drawers 
| of an old writing-table, which for years had stood, unused, in 
a corner of an upper room. In one I found a rusty screw, in another 
a couple of dusty envelopes, in a third a piece of -wax, half- 
a-dozen nibs, and a broken pencil. The fourth, and last drawer, 
was very stiff. For a long time it defied my efforts, and it was only 
by a great exertion of strength that I was at last able to wrench it 

open. To'my surprise I saw two packets of letters, tied together 
| with faded ribbon. I took them up, and then remembered, with a 
start, what they were. They were all in their envelopes, and all 
| were addressed, in the same hand-wri , to Sir CHantes CaLLen- 
per, Bart., Curzon Street, Mayfair. ey were his wife’s letters, 
and, after the death of Sir Cuartes, whose 
sole executor I was, they came into my pos- 
session,—Sir CHARLES, for some inscrutable 
reason, never having destroyed them, although, 
| after his wife’s death, the reading of them 
| cannot have given him much pleasure. No 
doubt I ought to have destroyed them. I had 
never read them ; but there, in that forgotten 
drawer, they had lain, the silent dust’ ac- 
cumulating upon them as the years rolled 
on. They reminded me of the story I am 
about to relate—a story of which, I think, 
no one except myself has guessed the truth, 
and which, in most of its details, I only knew 
from a paper, carefully closed, heavily sealed, 
and addressed to me, which I found amongst 
my friend’s documents. It was in his hand- 
writing throughout, but I shall tell it in my 
own words, and in = way. 

Nobody who was about in London Society 
some thirty years ago, could fail to know or 
know about the beautiful Lady CaLLenpEn. 
She was of a good county f She was 
clever and accomplished. She married 
a man rich, generous, amiable, and culti- 
vated, who adored her. Unfortunately they 
| had no children, but, in every other respect, 
Lady CALLENDER seemed to be very justly 
| an object of envy and admiration to most of 
the men and women of her circle. Personally 
| I had no great liking for her. don’t take 

any credit for that—far from it. The reason 
may have been that her Ladyship (although 
| was one of her husband’s best friends, had 
been his school chum, and had “ kept” with 
him in the same set of rooms at Cambridge, 
where his triumphs, ave and intellectual, 4 
are still remembered) never much cared for /7 
me. She could dissemble her real py ‘ 
better than any woman I ever knew, she ” 
always greeted me with a smile, she even 
made a porate of taking my advice on little 
family difficulties, but there was an indefinable something in her 
manner which convinced me that beneath all her smiles she 

| bore me no good-will. The fact is that, without any design 
on my part, I had detected her in one or two bits of trickery, 
and, in what I suppose I must call her heart of hearts, she never 
forgave me. The truth is, though her guileless husband only knew 

| it too late, she was perhaps the trickiest and the most heartless 
woman in land. If there were two roads to the attainment of 
any object, one straight, broad, smooth and short, the other 
round-about, obscure, narrow and encompassed with pitfalls and 
beset by difficulties, she would deliberately choose the latter for no 
other reason that I could ever see except that by treading it she 
might be able to deceive her friends as to her true direction. She 
earried to a fine art the small intri FF na Paes p= 
mean manceuvres in the science outwitting ; shifts, the 
i i is often 

ruined, 


stratagems, the evasions by which power in 
suppos confirmed, reputations are moe y 
and lives are almost invariably made wretched. But Sir CHaRies 
knew none of these thi He was apparently only too proud to be 
di ife’ iot-wheels in her triumphant 

e strange part of the business is that there was absolutely no 
need for =| of her deeply-laid schemes. Success, ity and 
esteem would have come to her readily without them. e was, as I 


said, beautiful. Innocence seemed tobe throned on her fresh and 
glowing face. Her smile fascinated, her voice was a poem, and she 
SSiheegh Bb wists lock prviee COMMU chaos teeoeel 
although it mig ar su ways command a 
smal] band of enthusiastic votaries in London. wp 

There was at this time living in London an Italian artist, man of 
letters and musical virtuoso, who was the spoiled darling of Society. 
fought bravely on the fd of tattle uae merieams and had abe 
oug. vely on the fie was a about 
him that frank and abundant gaieté de coeur, which powerfully 
attracts the less exuberant Englishman. For his part Casanvova 
(that was his name) bore all his successes with good-nature and 
without swagger. Of course there were about him. Where 
so many women worshipped, it was certain that two or three would 
lose their heads. Amongst this limited number was little Mrs. MILLetT, 
one of Lady CaLLENDER’s most intimate friends. She made no 
secret of her grande passion. She poured her tale into the ears of 
Lady CaLtenper, and asked for y and help. lady 
CALLENDER promised 
her mind th 


th 
both, and at the self-same moment, made up 
at she would withdraw from 


mirably. Under the pretence of bringi 
Casanvova and Mrs. MILLetr together (suc 
things, you know, have been done in So- 

she invited him constantly to her house ; 
she gave musical parties in his honour, she 
used all her fascinations, and Soa, Daving 
fooled Ariadne to the top of her t, she 
ee Theseus, and bore him off. 

_ Mrs. Mriterr was a foolish and frivolous 
little woman. ae and ir made her a 
demon. She ved on revenge, and pro- 
ceeded to it with a cool and astonishing per- 
peng Now I do not myself believe that 
Lady CaLLenpER cared two straws about 
Casanvova. What she aimed at and enjoyed 
was the discomfiture of a friend. In order 
to obtain it, however, she committed a fatal 
imprudence. wrote some letters which 
would have convineed even a French jury of 
her guilt. By a master - stroke of cunning 
wickedness, Mrs. MrtLetrt gained possession 
of them, and sent them to Sir Coartys. It 
happened that about this time Sir Coares 
was in a very low state of ith, and his 
friends were anxious about him, One after- 
noon, when Sir CHAR LEs was confined to his 
bed, Lady CaLLENDER was playing the piano 
to her Italian slave. A message was brought 
to her that her husband desired to see her 
for a few minutes, and she tripped gaily 
away, saying to Casanvova, “* Wait here; I 
shall return directly.” In a quarter of an 
hour, however, her maid came to tell him 
that her Ladyship was suffering, and begged 
him to excuse her, and he a. When 
the maid returned to Lady CaLLenper, she 

found her lying dead on the floor of her room 
with a emall ty which had contained 
russic acid, ¢ tightly in her hand. 
This is what had happened: Sir Cuartes 
had received the letters; they left no doubt in his mind that the wife 
he adored was betraying him, and he, too, resolved on revenge. He 
sent for his wife. hen she came in, he at once ronted her with 
her letters, and taxed her with her guilt. A terrible scene of tears, 
entreaties, and bitter reproaches ensued, but Sir CHARLES was as ada- 
mant, and his wife retired to her bedroom in a state of nervous pros- 
tration, which immediately ht on a toothache. At this point 
she sent for her maid, and ¢ to CABANUOVA. 

The Coroner was sympathetic, and did what he could, but the 
evidence in favour of the suicide seemed overwhelming, and 
the jury returned a verdict to this effect, with a rider strongly com- 
menting on the danger of y But it was 
never e how Lady CaLLenper obtained the prussic acid, nor 
why she selected that i moment for its use. py ne 
to add, that Casanvova before the inquest, and 
never returned. On the mystery of the final catastrophe the manu- 
script throws no light. It ends abruptly. But the whole tone of it 

me to believe, that in some une manner Sir CHARLES 
himself had been inst in causing his wife’s death. But 
you, no doubt, know, and could tell us if you wished. 

So there, my friend, you have the story. Sorry 1 couldn't make 
| it more ch Dy you veneastier Ga putt yon aes 2 

Yours, &c., 10GEN ES, RoBiyson. 
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EXTRACT FROM THE CATALOGUE 


‘*A Parr or OLD-FASHIONED SNUFFERS. 


THE COMING OF 


(With Aver 
to the 4 


NINETY-TWO. 


wstrious Author of ** The Coming of Arthur.”) 


Axp Puncuivs ever served the good Old Year 
Before his death-hour struck ; and on the night 
When he, on twelve’s last stroke must pass away, 
Koom making for his heir, great Powcurvus-MeR_iy 
Left the Old King, and passing forth to breathe, 
Then from the mystic gateway by the chasm 
Descending through the wintry night—a night 
In which the bounds of year and year were blent— 
Beheld, so high upon the wave-tost deep 
It seemed in heaven, a light, the shape “hereot 
An angel winged, and all from head to feet 
Bright with a shining radiance golden-rayed, 

And gone as soon as seen; and Puycaivus knew 
The oft-glimpsed face of Hope, the blue-eyed guest, 
Avant-courier of Peace and of Good Will, 
And herald of Good Tidings. Then the Sage 
Dropt to the eave, and watched the great sea fall 
. ave after wave, each mightier than the last. 

Till last, a great one, gathering half the i 
And full of voices, slowly rose and plun 
Roaring, and all the wave was in a flame. 

And down the wave and in the flame, was borne 
A naked Babe, and rode to Puncu’s feet, 
“7 stoopt, and caught the Babe, and cried “ The 

ear! 


vhle apologies, and hearty New- Year greetings, | 





OF A RECENT SALE. 


VERY RARE.” 


Here is an heir for Ninety-One!” The fringe 
Of that great breaker, sweeping up the strand 
Lashed at the wizard as he spake the word, 
And all at once all round him rose in light, 
So that the Child and he were clothed in light, 
And presently thereafter followed calm, 
Loud bells, and song! 
** And this same Child,” Puncm said, 
- — moons shall reign, nor will I part with 
Lim 
Till these be told.” And saying this the Sage, 
The Modern Mextrn of the motley coat, 
Wizard of Wit and Seer of Sunny Mi 
Took up the wave-borne youngster in his arms, 
His nurse, his champion, his Mentor wise, 
And bare him shore out of wind and wet, 
Into his sanctum, where choice —¥ was spread, 
And comfort ready to receiv 
Young ren Ap ated = give him a ‘* send-off” 
| Such as sho ngthen and encourage him 
| To make fair start, and face those many moons 
Of multiform vicissitude with pluck, 
Good hope and patient pertinacity. 
And when men sought the Selon MERLIN’s ear 
we him ot these a — portend, 


ane = += glory a the seas, 
Hele as is his wont, and saver them 
In rid - triplets of old time, and said 








** Peaceand good- will! Croak- 
ing is all my eye! 
young man will be wiser 
by-an ~by, 
An old man’s wit should ripen 
ere he die. 


“Patience and pluck! Fret- 
ting is fiddle-de-dee 

And youth has yet to learn to 
act and see 

And youth is well-advised 
that trusts to Me! 


* Hope and good cheer! This 
youngster’s fate who knows? 
Sun, rain, and frost will greet 
him ere life’s close ; 
From the t dark to the 
great dark he goes.” 


So Mertr, riddling, answered 
them ; but thou, 

Fear not to face "thy fate, O 

Young "NinstyTwo! Great 
0 inety- 

- Bards of ben may sing 
ereafter ; and great sayings 
from of old 

Ranging and ringing thro’ the 
minds of men. 

Of Progress, and Improvement, 
and of Peace, 

Of nobler Werk, and a more 
ample W 

Of wider ~gabtane, and of 
worthier joys, 

Larger + db, ~ guy , and less 

And gentler fasten: these shall 
be heard of youth 

And echo’d ay old folk beside 
their fires, 

For comfort after their wage- 
work is done— 

No workhouse fires, but cosy 
fires of Home !— 

These thee shall greet, Puncu- 
MERLIN, in thy time, 

Shall voice them also, not in 
jest, and swear, 

Though men may wound Truth, 
that she will not die, 

But pass, again to come ; and, 
then or now, 

Utterly smite foul Falsehood 
underfoot, 

Till, with Puncn, all men hail 
her for their Queen ! 





Climatic Nomenclature 
for the New Year. 
Suggested by recent Developments 

( “—s the British Seasons.) 

SPRING The Clog Days. 
Summer The Dog Days. 
Autumn The Bog Days. 
Winter The Fog Days. 


Arrasriiovus LivERPooL.— 
The City Council of Liverpool 
—notwithstanding the gene- 
rous urgings of its more ay 
tant members — refuses 
bestow the ‘‘ honour of” the 
freedom *‘ of that City” upon 
its illustrious if—from their 
ge of view—errant son, 

r. Guapstone. As Madame 
RoLanD At to have said: 
—O * Freedom,” what liber- 
ties are taken (with common 
sense and good feeling) in thy 





name! 
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THE COMING OF NINETY-TWO 


To tue Mopvern Meriin, Mr. Powen., 


“AND DOWN THE WAVE, AND IN THE FLAME WAS BORNE 
A NAKED BABE, AND RODE TO PUNCH’S FEET, 
WHO STOOPT, AND CAUGHT THE BABE, AND CRIED, ‘THE YEAR! 
HERE IS AN HEIR FOR NINETY-ONE!’ ”—Adapted from Tennyson's ‘‘ Coming of Arthur.” 
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TO JUSTICE. 
(Jn January.) 
Jvst wpe a look round, most respectable 


New Year's Day is an excellent time for 

the ° 

When serious thoughts come to each son of 
Adam 


Who dares to peep under Convention's 


Your sword looks a little bit rusty and 
notched, Ma’am; 
Your seales now and then hang a rifle 
askew ; [Ma’am! 
A lot of your Ministers need to be watched, 
Punch isn’t quite pleased with the prospect 
—are your 
If one could but take a wide survey, though 
summary, 
Of all the strange ‘‘ sentences”’ passed in 
one year 
By persons called “ Justices” —(yes, it sounds 
f ope | I fear. 
_ Justice would look like Burlesque, Ma’am, 
Excellent subject for whimsical GrLBERT, 
But not a nice spectacle, Madam, for me. 
Long spell of “‘chokee” for prigging a— 


bert 

_ (Given, you bet, by some rural J. P.) ; 
Easy let-off for a us ‘* Promoter,” 
_tistzing the ruin of hundreds for gain ; 
‘ix months for stealing a turnip or “‘ bloater,” 
_ Ditto for bashing a wife on the brain : 
Sentences cut to one-twelfth on appealing, 

Judges and juries at loggerh quite ! 
Really each day brings some curious revealing, 

Putting you, Ma’am, in a very light. 
Take my advice, Ma’am, thie briebt ew 

_ Year’s morning, 
Give a look up to your agents all round ; 


To some give the sack, and to others a warning ; 
The — back up your move, I'll 
und ! 





GREEK MEETS Greex.—“What!" exclaimed 
an indignant scholar, who had not peeped into 
a Classic for some forty years, ‘* no more com- 
pulsory Greek at our Universities! What 
are we coming to? All I can say is, ‘ Absit 
— {* a ay” ? age += his s~ 

was or the new learning, ‘* but 
I should say, ‘ Absit Homer’ !”’ 





SEASONABLE (AND SUITABLE) GOOD WISHES, 


To a Card-player A Na } 
To a Smart Girl A “Snappy” 
To a Flirt A “ Chappy” 
A Cappy 
A Pappy 
ier 
a 
To a Student of 
Ne a Cross mg oe 
oan ugilist 
Toa Spiritualist 
To a Toper A 
To Toby 
To a Snuff-taker 


New Year to you! 











GIFTS FOR THE NEW YEAR. 
H-r M-j-sty.—The hearty congratulati 
of « loyal and united people “ne 
The Pr-nce and Pr-ne-ss.—The most 
welcome of daughters-in-law. 


Prince Alb-rt V-ct-r.—May in February. 
the R-y-l F-m-ly.—The best 


The Rest of 
ry. General Election. 
-lf-r.—A Translation 
Mr. J. Ch-mb-rl-n.—Promotion. 
Sir W-ll-m H-re-rt.—A Vision of the 


Ww 
The Cz-r of R-ss-a.—A Vision of another 
sort of Sack. 


The G-rm-n E -r. Ni 
mp-r-r. New toys personally 


tion of R 
nd Mr. P-nch.—Tons of material (volun- 
tarily contributed) for the Grand Old Waste 
Paper Basket. 





BOS ry. BOSS, 

[One of the Delegates at the Conference on 
Rural Reforms said, “‘ We do not want to be bossed 
by the Parsons ”’ ; another, “We don’t want soup 
or blankets, but fair play.’’} 

O GENEROUS 
nts, who 
the 


souls,” 

Learn hence 
that justice 
wins far 
more than 


_ doles. 
Ss Blankets 


Bountiful 
may give, 
But what 


Saispury’s “ Circuses,” and smart buffoons, 
Won’t move him, by ‘‘ amusement,” from 
that wish 


Parties may mutually denounce or “‘ dish ;” 

But what will win the Labourer for a friend 

Is Home and Work, without the Workhouse 
’ 


; (loss, 
Listen! Those who heed not will bide the 
Bos locutus est,—against the “‘ Boss” ! 





LAYS OF MODERN HOME. 
No. L—‘* My Hovsemarp!” 


Who, as our Dresden’s wreck we scanned, 
, with assurance , 
** It come to pieces in my aad ad | 
y Housemaid. 


Who “‘ tidies” things each Monday morn, 
And hides—until, with search outworn, 
I wish I never had been born ? 

My Housemaid. 


Who “turns” my stady ‘out’ that day, 
And then contrives to pitch away 
As “rubbish ” (which it is) my Play? 
y Housemaid. 

Who within her jealous care, 
Mending or mackie till I swear, 
The underclothes I long to wear’ _ 

My Housemaid. 


Who cultivates a habit most 

Perverse, of running to ‘‘ The Post” 

To meet her brothers (such a host !) ? 
My Housemaid. 


Who, if she spends her *‘ Sundays out” 

At Chapel, as she does, no doubt, 

Must be protractedly devout ? : 
My Housemaid. 


Who takes my novels down (it must 

Be, as she vows, of course, ‘‘ to dust”), 

And thumbs them, much to my disgust ? 
My Housemaid. 


Who “‘ can’t abide ”’ a play or ball, 

But dearly loves a Funeral, 

Or Exeter’s reproachless Hall ? . 
My Housemaid. 

Who late returning thence, in fits 

Of what she terms ‘‘ Histories,” sits,— 

And this day month my service quits ? 
My Housemaid. 








Quire Crear.—‘‘ Aha! mon ami,” ex- 
claimed our friend Jutes, during the recent 
murky weather in Town, *‘ you ask me the 
difference between our Paris and your 
London. Tenez,1 will tell you. Paris is 
always irés gai, veritablement gai; but 
take is toujours faur gai—you see it is 
always fo-gay.”’ And he meant ‘' fog-gy.” 
Well, he wasn’t far wrong, just now. 
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“COMING EVENTS CAST THEIR SHADOWS BEFORE.” 
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THE TRAVELLING COMPANIONS. 
No. XXI. 


Scene—The Steps of the Hotel Dandolo, about ll a.m. Povsury 
is woking expectantly down the Grand Canal, CuLcHARD is 
leaning upon the balustrade. 

Podbury. Yes, met Box just now. They ’ve gone to the E but 
we ve arranged to take a gondola together, and go about. They re 
to pick me up here. Ah, that looks rather like them. (A gondola 
approaches, with Miss Prenpercast and Bos ; Popsury goes down 
| the steps to meet them.) How are you, Miss Prewpercast? Here 


| lam, you see. 

| Miss Prendergast {ignoring C.’s salute). How do you do, Mr. Pop- 
pury? Surely you don’t propose to go out in a gondola in that hat! 

| Podb. (taking off a brown “ pot-hat,” and inspecting it). It—it’s 

quite decent. It was new when I came away! 

Bob (who is surly this morning). Hang it *Patra! Do you want 
him to — out in a chimney-pot ? Jump in, old fellow; never mind 

our tile ? 
: Podb. (apologetically). I had a straw oncc—but I sat on it. 
awfully sorry, Miss PRENDER- 
cast. Look here, shall I gc 
and see if I can buy one 

Miss P. Not now—it doesn’t 
signify, for once. But around 
hat and a gondola are y 
| too incongruous! 

Podb. Are they? A lot of 

| the Venetians seem to wear 
’em. (He st in.) Now 
what are we gong to do—just 
potter about ! 

Miss P. One hardly comes 
| to Venice to potter! I thought 
| we’d go and study the Car- 
paccios at the Church of the 
Sehiavoni first — they won’t 
take us more than an hour or 
so; then eross to San Giorgio 
Maggiore, and see the Tinto- 
rets, come back and get a 
| general idea of the exterior of 

St. Mark’s, and spend the 
afternoon at the Accademia. 

Podb, (with a slight absence 
of heartiness). Capital! And 
—er—lunch at the Academy, . 
I suppose ? 

Miss P. There doesnot hap- 
pen to be a restaurant there— 
we shall see what time we have. 

I must say J regard every 
minute of daylight spent on 
food here as a si waste. 

| Bob. Now just look here, 
| Patra, if you are bossing this 
| show, you needn’t go cutting 
| us off our grub! What de 
you say, Jem? 

Podb, (desperately~ anxious 
to please). Oh, I don’t know 
that I care about lunch myself 
—much. [Their voices die 

away on the water. 

Culch. (musing). She might have bowed to me! ... She has es- 
caped the mosquitoes ... Ah, well, I doubt if she ’ll find those two 

| particularly sympathetic companions! Now I should enjoy a day 
| spent in that way. Why shouldn't I, as it is? I daresay Mavp 
| will Turns and sees Mr. TRorren. 

Mr. T. My darter will be along presently. She’s Cologning her 
cheeks—they’ve swelled up again some. I gness you want to 





I'm 








the Pi-azza again, Sir. It’s curious now the want of enterprise in 
a couple or so of girder-bridges across the canal between this and the 
Ri-alto, and run an elevator up the Campanile—but this ain't what 
you might call a business city, Sir, and that’s a fact. (7o Miss T. as 
she appears.) Hello, Mavp, the ice-water cool down your face any ? 
Miss T. Not much. M 
I don’t believe I’ll ever have a complexion again—it’s divided up 
among several dozen mosquitoes, who’ve no use for one. But it’s 
vurry consoling to look at you, Mr. CurcHarD, and feel there’s a 
~ of us. Now what way do you propose we should endeavour to 
et our sufferi 
ulch. Well, we might spend the morning in St. Mark’s—— ? 








“T guess you want to Cologne your cheeks!” 


Coleune your cheeks—they ’re dreadful lumpy. I’ve just been on | 


these Vernetians. Anyone would have expected they ’d have thrown | 


bog just made that ice-water boil over. | 


Miss T. The morning! Why, Poppa and ! the entire show 
eras Saryp ee MES a, a) tosses 
: . raged. ou say to ing the 
Vine and saat angles | the capitals of the arcades in the 
Ducal Palace? I will go fetch the Stones of Venice. 
pe, ete yet Ly Lot 4 - I don’t 
ee up anything morning—it’ 
can do not toast en sail ibe aa 
. Then we just dri tina all the ing, 
and—er—perhaps do the Academy later ? 
_ Miss T. Not any canals in this hot sun forme! I'd be just as 
sick! That gondola will keep till it’s cooler. 
: See Then I must really leave it te you to make 
‘Mise T. Well, I believe 1’ll have a good lock round the curiosit 
stores. There’s ever such a cunning little shop back of the Cl 
Tower on the Pi-azza, where I saw some brocades that were just too 
sweet! So I'll take Poppa along bargain-hunting. Don’t you come 
if you ’d rather poke around your old churches things! 
Culch, 1 don’t feel disposed to—er—“* poke around” alone ; so, if 
you will allow me to accompany you,—— 
Oh, I'll allow you 


Miss T. 
to escort me. It’s handy 
having someone around to 


carry parcels. And P , 
a the baleacs 
me 





On the Grand Canal, 9 P.M. 
A brilliant moonlight night ; 
\ ung with 
coloured lanterns, is moving 
slowly up towards the Rialto, 
surrounded and followed by 
a foe y of » amongst 
which is one containing the 
Trorrers and CULCHARD. 
CULCHARD has just discovered 
—with an embarrassment 
not wholly devoid of a cer- 
tain excitement—that the 
are drawing up to a 
occupied the PRENDER- 
Gasts and PopBurRyY. 


Mr. Trotter (meditatively). 
It’s real romantic. That's 
the third deceased kitten I’ve 
seen to-night. They haven't 
only a two-foot tide in the 
Adriatic, and it stands to rea- 
son all the sew 





las are jam- 
e ° 
Miss P. How absolutely 
magical those look in 
the ight! Bon, how can 
you yawn like that ? 
Bob. I 


‘ your pardon, 
Part, really, but we ’ve had rather a long day of it, you know! 
Mr. T. Will now,I dee I sort of recognised those voices! 
(Heartily.) Why, how are you getting along in Vernis? We're 
gettin’ cone fust-cabe. Say, Mavp, here’s your friend alongside ! 
[Miss P. preserves a stony silence. 
Miss T. (in an undertone). I don't see how you can act so, Poppa 
—when you know she’s just as mad with me! 
Mr. 7. There! Electrocuted if I didn’t clean forget you were 
But, see here, now—why cann’t we let by, be bygones ? 
t J think, Mr. Trorren, and I’m 


out ! 
Bob. (impulsively). Just wi 
sure my sister — E : 

Miss P. Bon, will you kindly not make the situation more 
awkward than it is ? fi I desired a reconciliation, I think 1 am 
quite capable of saying so! f a4 ; 

Miss 7. (in con to the Moon). This Ark isn’t proposing 
to send out any old dove, either—we ve no use for an olive-branch. 
'(To Mr. T.) That’s “Santa Lucia” they’re singing now, 

9 > . . 

Mr. 7. They don’t appear to me to get the twist on it they did at 

Miss T. You mean that night Caancer took us out on the Lake ? 
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Poor Cuantey! he’d just love to be here—he’s ever so much 
tistic feeling . ’ 
ms T. Well, I don’t see why he couldn’t have come along if he’d 

wanted. 
Miss T. (witha glance at her neighbour). I presume he'd reasons 
enough. He’s a vurry cautious man, Taicel he was afraid he'd 
et bitten. 
. Miss P. (after a swift scrutiny of Miss T.’s features). Oh, Bos, 
remind me to get some more of that mosquito stuff. I should so hate 
to be bitten—such a dreadful disfigurement ! F 
Miss T. (to the Moon). 1 declare if I don’t believe I can feel some 
creature trying to sting me now: } 
Miss P. Some people are hardly recognisable, Bos, and they say 
the marks never quite disappear ! i Per 
Miss T. Poppa, don’t you wonder what Cuartey’s doing just 
now? I’d like to know if he ’s found anyone yet to feel an interest 
in the great Amurrean Novel. It’s curious how interested people 
| do get in that novel, considering it’s none of it written, and never 
will be. I guess sometimes he makes them believe he means some- 
thing by it. They don’t understand it’s only CuaRiey’s way! 
Miss P. The crush isn’t quite 
so bad now. Mr. Popsvry, if 
| you will kindly ask your friend 
| not to hold on to our gondola, we 
| should probably be better able to 
turn. (CULCHARD, who had fondly 
imagined himself undetected, takes 
his hand away as tif w& were 
scorched.) Now we can get away. 
To Gondolier.) Voltiamo, se vi 
piace, prestissimo ! 
[ The gondola turns and departs. 
Miss T. Well, I do just enjoy 
making PRENDERGAST girl per- 
fectly wild, and that’s a fact. 
Reflectivel +) And it’s queer, 
but I like or ever so much all 
the time. Don’t youthink that’s 
too fonny of me, Mr. Cuicnarp, 
now ? 
[CULCHARD feigns 
abstraction. 


a poetu 


ONLY FANCY! 
WE are supplied by our special 


reporter with some interesting 
and significant facts in connection 
with the last Cabinet Council. 
| Lord Sauisevy arrived early, 
| walking over from the Foreign 
Office under cover of an umbrella. 
The fact that it was raining may 
| only partly account for this man- 
wuvre. Lord Cross arrived in a 
four-wheeled cab and wore his 
| spectacles. Lord KywuTsrorp ap- 
| proached the Treasury walking \ 
on the left hand side of the road 
| going westward, whilst Lord 
Cransroox deliberately chose 
the pavement on the other side of 
the way. This is regarded as 
| indicating a coolness between the . 
Colonial Office and the Council of Education. Lord Hatssvry 
alighted from a bus at the bottom of Downing Street, accomplishing 
the rest of the journey on foot. He wore a new suit of the latest 
fashionable cut and a smile. Mr. Stannops, approaching Downing 
| Street from the steps, started violently when he caught sight of a 
figure on the steps of the Treasury fumbling with the door-handle. 
He thought it was ‘ Verus,” but recognising the Home 
Secretary, advanced without further hesitation. Lord 
Groner Hamrtron walked arm-in-arm as far as the door 
with Sir M. Hicxs-Beacn. Here they were observed to 
hastily relieve themselves from contiguity and enter in 
| single file. As they had up to that moment been engaged 
in earnest conversation, this little incident caused a 
sensation among the crowd looking on. The new Chief 
Secretary was easily recognised as he descended from his 
hansom with a sprig of shamrock in his coat and another 
of shillelaghin hisright hand. Whilst waiting for change 
out of eighteenpence he softly whistled ‘ God Save 
Ireland.” Mr. did not appear, pleading in- 
fluenza. Our reporter informs us that ‘there is more 
behind, and that before the Session is far advanced a 
change may be looked for at the Loeal Government Board. 


OVER TIME IN LEAP YEAR. 


Only Faney! 


A TRIAL IN NOVEL FORM. 


Scene—The Interior of Court during a sensational trial. Bench 
Bar, and Jury in a state of wild excitement as to what will 
happen next. 

Judge (mysteriously handing note to Bar engaged in the case). I 
have Anes this letter, whieh is deeply interesting. It will 
appropriately what I may call our Third Volume. I hand it to 
| Counsel, but they must keep it entirely to themselves. 

First Leader (after of document). Did you ever? 

5 my Sender (ditto). wi pores 1 “ ty 

ge (greatly graty -_1 thought I would surprise you! 

it pa ctow «sty and I found it too s ing to keep all to 
pa so I have revealed the secret, on the condition you tell no 
one else. 

res Lead. You may rely on the discretion of my learned friend, 
my , 

Second Lead. My Lord, on the discretion of my learned friend 


you may rely. 

Judge. Thank you (dipping his 
pen in the ink), and now on aa 
go on with the case, 

(4 Witness is called—he hides his 


| 


in-chief). 1 think , 
preserve your incognito 
| Wit. limes hral tones). I do. 
| But if his ip desires it, I 
will write my name on a piece 
| paper and it up. ’ 
| Judge. Well, certainly, I think 
| I ought to know everything, 
and—— (Receives piece of paper 
disclosing the information, a 
starts back in his chair aston- 
ished). Dear me! Good gracious! 
Dear me! 


First Lead. I think I should 
mention that I have not the 
faintest idea who this witness is, 
and only him, acti 
instructions. ( . 
you know anything about the 
matter in dispute ? 
laugh), Ha! hal ba! thine, 
augh). Ha! a! No 
Your question is indeed a good 
joke. Nothing, I repeat, ms 
lutely nothing ! 

First Lead. (annoyed). Then 
you can sit down. 

Second Lead. (sharply). Pardon 

| me—not quite so fast! You say 

you know nothing about the 
matter in dispute, and yet you 
come here ! 

Witness (in a deeper voice than 
ever). Exactly. 

Second Lead. But why, my 
dear Sir—Why? What is the 

int of it? 


Who may you 


Witness. It is not may be—but who I am! . 

Second Lead. Well, tell us who you are. ( Persuasively.) Come, 
who are you ? 

W “itness (throwing off his disguise). Whoam1? Why, HawxsHaw 


the Detective ! 
Counsel Generally (to Judge). Then, my Lord, under the altered 
circumstances of the case, we can appear no longer before 
( With deep and touching emotion.) We retire from 


you. 
oe oor ( pprepriately). Thea if Box and 
not very @ riately). eR a 

are satisfied, all t can say isthatI am. I me add that | 

consider that the case has been conducted nobly, 

I knew how it would end from the very first. 

thoroughly satisfied. P . 
Jury. And so are we, my Lord—never so interested in 


our lives ! 

yf aan Editor (departing). Ah, if we only had a 
trial like this every day, we should require but one line on 
the Contents Bill! ( Curtain.) 








Tue Sarest New Year Resotve.—To make none. 
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Excitement, Changes of the Weather, Sleeplessness, Feverish Cold, 
with High Temperature and Quick Pulse, use 


ENO’S “FRUIT SALT,” 


An Imperative Hygienic Need. 


= I" keeps the blood pure, prevents and cures fevers and acute inflammatory 
4 removes the injurious effects of stimulants, excitement, narcotics, such as alcohol, a —_ coffee, 





|| natural means ; thus restores the nervous system to its normal condition, by fe should 
=| poisoned blood and over-cerebral activity, sleeplessness, irritability, worry, &c. d be mo in every 
bed-room and travelling trunk for any emergency ; always useful ; can never do any harm 


If its great value in keeping the body in Health were eniverssaily known, 


NO FAMILY WOULD BE WITHOUT IT. 


r- is the BEST PREVENTIVE of and CURE for BILIOUSNESS, Sick Headache, 

Skin Eruptions, Pimples on the Face, Giddiness, Fevers, Blood Poisons, Mental Depression, Want of Ap ppetite, 

Constipation, Vomiting, Thirst, &c., and to remove the effects of errors in Eating and Drinking. It is invasuable 

=| to those who are Fagged, Weary, or Worn Out, or anyone whose duties require them to undergo Mental or 
Unnatural Excitement or Strain ; it keeps the Blood pure, and Sy disastrous diseases by natural means, 


RTANT TO TRAVELLERS in India, America the Continent.— Please 
Bee ante desea bettlon of MNO’ ‘FRUIT BALT’” { have trict EMO “FRUIT SALT” la indie 
Egypt, and America, and on the Continent for almost every Ten: fever included, with the most satisfactory 
results. I can strongly recommend it to all travellers; in fact, | am never without it.—Yours faithfully, 
“ June 6, 1878,” “AN ANGLO-INDIAN OFFICIAL,” 


on tarp toahawe-capl RULES ALL THINGS. 


UR chief difficul mprehending Nature is her simplicity—the multitude and boundless 
variety of results w ich Seal eduves from one law. It is impossible to have a more forcible simile than the 
= various results caused by a natural action of the liver, when you produce healthy bile, 
HE STOMACH AND LIVER —* Permit me to say that I have suffered much from a and Liver Tepe, | Having consulted 
«tors OMAGH, AMD LIVER AND ZEONB TRIAL condition, one doctor told me to try ENO’S ‘FRUIT SALT.’ upon h advice at 
once, and it is now pearly « Year since I to use it. San uit kes pet toner and I Sova wy & use I am enabled to follow my daily occupation, and to enjoy 
the pleasures of life. I have recommended ENO’S FRUIT OeALT" to others.—I am, dear Sir, yours faithfully, Tauru.—To Mr, J. O. Exo.” 


HE SECRET OF SUCCESS. dy NESTY OF PURPOSE— ouT IT LIFE I8 A SHAM ot Dame new invention is 
before the publie, and commands success. 2. immediately introd ps erence, wie & coves a end quae enough to daeive the 
publi «and yet tet 00 tusetiy as to infringe epee Migal Pightn, enureloe on ingenusty hak, employed in an original chaandl, could not fail to secure rep prolt. DAMS 


CAUTION. Examine each Bottle, and see that the Capsule is marked END'S “FRUIT SALT.” Without it, you have been imposed on by a worthless imitation, 
SOLD BY ALL C 


PREPARED ONLY AT ENO'S “FRUIT SALT” WORKS, LONDON, S.E., BY J, C, ENO’S PATENT. 


CURIOUS OLD LIQUEUR OF THE 
E CE Gs Pa tg hs 
HIGHLAND WHISKIES; ceriuLaR 


Age. . ». 7 1 16 895 years in wood. 

Price per doz. 48/- 60/- 72/- 120/- 

An eminent Medical A not. in recom- 

mending the moderate use : —s W. DOTLE, 3, 

that on no aceount should “Whisky 
matured. 


unless it is well 


u U 
Daa At en ijn CELL UGAR. |— oo as Waters 


MOREL BROS., COBBETT & SON ARTUL 
| 210 @ 211, i A A ; AR Se oe cnages te 


Her Majesty the Queen. 
18 & 19, PALL MALL; 
143, REGENT st. R R > on sea Fass with every | ueWARE OF IMITATIONS OF HOT RED 


Whisky Bonded Stores, /nverness, N.B. AERTEX SHIRTS lary i AND BROWN LADELA 
THE Riis Ate ee Roproe fabric, with vy a. 100. 6d. bei Post. HOT 107 MINERAL SPRINGS OF BATH. 


G. B. a rn Ld Seca : : . Herman, a, ge 


the 
Cen . The oat eal pane pwn as being most 
valual in cases of Kheumat Gout, and ®kin 


Country "Agents, Affections. The Corporation of i Hath have rec ently 
DIABETES WHISKY ROBERT a » Cuxaraipe, B.C. fn the. CS or ey} the. greatent * iy piente 


] Tus Barus one THE Morr ComrLETE i 
Containg me Sugar. Tenet etered tm Ghervy Casks. OLIVER BRO6., 417, Oxroas 8r., Loxpon, W. yan) Pth reelse the Pump Room. Letters 


Ter DIABETES, GOUT, & KIDNEY COMPLAINTS. —<_ 
ee | Ae eeeee TOO. FAT. &.2% 

















35, Crutched Priats, | London, E 



































CARRIAGE PAID. Forewest, London. 


GEO. BACK & CO., 


Devonshire Square, Lendee. 


J. EXSHAW & 60'S 


a QLD BRANDY. 
2. Ww pm iin 208, Regent Street, W. 


FOR ASTHMA &C 
DATURA TATULA 














FOR SMOKING AND INILALATION 


Nat domwoeee | LUXURIOUS FINE CUT BRIGHT TOBACCO. 
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SAMUEL BROTHERS. : 


COMPLETE SCHOOL OUTFITS. , 
—, uU p ——»' —~ invite - 
romana Aten pr \) 
of the ¥ 5c Colleges, Be { 
Sole hr vena 
S$ attention of Messrs. 8AMU 
the result tha —4 
Suite, Ov fully met, and 
of material cyled the - 
Tinsbing obrte% cog’ task has bese mawutactured to 
withstand the hard wear given by J. and Youths to their 
echool and overy- day om. 
CATALOGUE (400 Engravings) AND 
PATTERNS FREE. 
YOUTH'S EVENING DRESS. — This Jacket is now the 
accepted form of “ yg - by for Youths who have 
outgrown the “ Eton not yet adopted the 
Pwallow-tall Coat. The materials used are fine Black 
Twills, Elastica, &c., and the Roll Collar is covered with rich 
Corded Silk or Satin. 
Merchant’ Tailors and Juvenile 
Outfitters, 
65 & 67, Ludgate Hill, London, £.C. 


* Bourn ono’. “Carn” Ovencoat. _ “ Invenness.” 


THE TENERIFE ( SAASS ) ) CIGARS. | WELCOME ALWAYS, 
A Delicious ‘Weed ‘donna - Mild, Aromatic, | KEEP IT HANDY, | 
PERFECTUM iieings treauaeaaet hue! = GRANT'S MORELLA sou, F 
PATENTED Puan fat Mscsc} andi Casapse, 1. at | | CHERRY BRAEDY. LONDON, ENG. 
THE SMALLEST ROLLING UP UMBRELLA. on SS ben Siz, 


| me sure and ask for GRANT'S, and don't be put of | 
aes if L U- K Q y S TA L. with inferior makes. FINEST SITUATION. 
HE bulk of the Perfectum throughout EVERY LUXURY ano 


its entire len is reduced to a mini- BRINSMEAD PIANOS. 
monty dhe cletn dc Onna \nee 0s OO. j . rasos. COMFORT. 


JOHN sRineuEaD” = a d ‘ 
STICK, the four sides of which have Deep CLEAR AS Pianoforte Makers to | . K.H. the Princes of Wales, MOST RECHERCH 
Channels to enable two ribs to lie closely 


_ ee Stre 
in each channel when the Umbrella is CRYSTAL. 


tablished ‘coer halfs outage CUISINE. 
—= STRONG 


ALL SUBJECTS Ld VERY MODERATE 
TARIFF. 
The Perfectum is absolutely THE 
THINNEST UMBRELLA «is 
possible to produce, and is made of Foxs 


Paragon Ribs. : 
The PERFECTUM is the rriting, Bosk- beeping. “io oan yy 
Frederick. 





“Jecn Tan.” 
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Faxes. 
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9) for Shorthand “Henoars By Special Royal Warrants of Appointment | 
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SATURDAY. 


Wholesale from the Sole Proprietors, 
MOST ELEGANT UMBRELLA WN EXISTENCE, | THE WATERPROOF GLUE CO., — | * 
merderably onge 140 an orcina 


ae a ee en ©, DALE STREET, LIVERPOOL. o~ 27, Chancery Lane, W.C. EGERTON BURNETT'S 


ART FABRICS. 


A ving pecially Woven from PURE Me + for ae 
: ond ag had — Unsurpassed Beauty and 
tee exact vine | Novelty of .—Perfect Petes Pinteh, ond 
of this corcle will . Por LADIES’, CHILDREN'S and GENTLEMEN'S 
oe ‘or , tN" 
\ pues over the DRESS for Travelli , Touris General Wear 
fame in all Climates at all Stock of ROYAL 
" SEKGES for the Season is in iter vi than 
_ ever. NEW PATTERNS T FREE — 
> on orders of 20s. 
above to any part of the United Kingdom. 
EGERTON BURNETT, 


Rovat Senos Wanenovss, 


WELLINGTON, SOMERSET, ENGLAND. 


FLORILINE. 


FOR THE TEETH AND BREATE. 
Is the BEST LIQUID DENTIFRICE 
in the World. 


Prev: deca’ the TEETH. 
sate oe ect PEAMLY WHITE. 
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PUBLISHED EveRyY 


The Perfectum can be re-covered and 
repaired by any Umbrella Maker as easily 
and cheaply as any ordinary Umbrella, and i } ; 
is made in Ladies’ and Gentlemen's sizes. “A war y | 


Caution! Avoid inferior imitations. 
The “ Perfectum™ is at once distinguished 
from any other Umbrella by its SQUARE 
STICK, as shown in the above block. 

very g-nuine Perfectum has the Registered 
: ude Mark upon the Cap insite the 

relia, and is stamped “ Perfectanm™ 
Om (he nickel runner. 








RETAIL OF ALL Seid only in l-ounce Packets, and 2, 4, 8 ounce, and 1-Ib. Tins, which keep the La a im fine smoking 
condition. Ask at all Tobacco Sellers’, Stores, &c., and take no other. 


Ourrirrers, TaiLons, Hosiers a HarTrens. SMOKERS ARE CAUTIONED AGAINST IMITATIONS. 
WHOLESALE OF ALL The Genuine bears the Trade-Mark, “‘ Nottingham Castle,” on every Packet and Tis. 
UMBRELLA MANUFACTURERS PLAYER'S NAVY CUT CICARETTES, ix Packets containing 12, and Boxes of 24. 


The following extract from the “ Review oF Keviews,” Nov., 1800, is of interest to every Smoker: 
THE PIPE_IN THE WORKHOUSE —The picture drawn by our Helper of the poor old man in the 


OUR CHI workhouse, puftt has touched the hearts of some of our correspondents. One 
FLED YOUR CHILO R¢). BiMippempee ei iaeteng eerie deterrence as BUTTER Sf 0 
estion in the October number of the Review or Revirws for a scheme to supply smokers work - 


with tobacco. I am afraid, , Jagges by the te standards, I am the most selfish 
NEF | | 
Printed William @tuart Smith, of No. 30, Loraine ay, in the Parish of 


ve o.cent ower Gr | purposes of so-called charity ; bat this schame of 
Road, Hollow St. Mary, Islington, in the County of Middlesex, at the Printing Ofices Messrs. Bradbury, Agnew, —_, 
mbard Strect, ia the Ireciuet of Whitefriars, in the City of London, and published by bim at No. 85, Fleet Btrest, in the Parish of St. Bride, City of » A~ — —Sarenoat, danuary tala. 








D* RIDGES. 


a baa KED F FOOD 
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ies of a hardened and inveterate smoker. Were! in London, ! would 


@ pound of wha’ 
PLAvEn’s Na Nave wr’ Mane» ketene, p ed I enclose, 




















